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up the Tagus, heaped the dusty quays at Lisbon, and wound
through the Peninsular sunshine on creaking ox-waggons.
His bayonets stormed up the breach at Badajoz, gleamed in
the flashes of French guns, or lay rusting in the ditch below
the tall lunettes. His tunics reeled through the shuttered
streets of the stormed town; gesticulated at shawled women
who screamed and scattered; and lurched, limp but happy,
into impenetrable oblivion of Spanish sunshine, beauty,
sieges, wines, and the Provost-Marshal erect beside his
gallows in the Plaza. Hospitals bewildered him with de-
mands for drugs in strange Portuguese measures; Army
chaplains, bound for that field of genteel simony, flitted
through his correspondence; and soldiers' children stared at
the tortured stones of Belem, as they learned their letters from
alphabets of his providing.

There was a false gleam of victory in the Peninsula that
year. The strong places of the frontier went down before
them; and they marched briskly eastwards into Spain,
having the red earth underfoot and a long line of mountains
watching from the right. They saw the wheeling dust of
Marmont, as he circled in the plain of Salamanca; and those
heaped brown cupolas looked down from a summer sky. The
hunt swept northwards; and they tramped through the
Spanish dust into Valladolid. South through the dancing
heat Madrid was shrill with welcome. A scared French
remnant cowered at the Retiro. The streets were throbbing
where, high-nosed and silent, an English rider sat above the
roaring, whilst his horse picked a cautious way between the
black mantillas across a floor of flowered shawls. But they
were checked in the north. A grey cathedral watched them
file through Burgos under the moon. The infantry went at the
trail, andtheguns clanked heavily down the empty streets with
muffled wheels. So the gleam faded; and that winter they lay
once more on the windy hills which look down into Portugal.

It was a quiet season at the War Office. The Estimates
were almost dull, though Palmerston thrilled with quiet
pride at official generosity to the veterans at Chelsea, and a
bold defence of flogging in the army secured the rare support
of General Tarleton. In the spring Mr. Perceval dropped to a